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die throttle valve or take his eyes from the dial of the
engine telegraph. He was looking forward to his breakfast,
for, revolting though dry hash and bacon may seem when
you face it after all night in your bunk, yet, after four
strenuous hours in the engine-room, you cannot imagine
anything more delicious. It was five minutes to eight bells.
Rudolf rang " slow astern " so as to swing the bows round a
bit, gave her some helm and rang " slow ahead." The
Second Engineer, hoping it was the last time that watch,
took hold of the throttle valve to put his engines ahead.
The throttle had jammed. It would not move.
Leaning over the rail of the poop we saw the stern of the
ship sit slowly back upon the ice floe. Slowly the stout
steel rudder bent round through seventy degrees, twisting
the ponderous rudder-stock as though it were made of butter.
The telegraph rang again and the ship stopped. Rudolf
and the Second Engineer came into the wardroom together
for their bacon and dry hash.
" What*s the matter with your engines? " said Rudolf.
" The throttle jammed."
** Well, we've bent the rudder-stock and she won't answer
the helm. What's more, this pooFs freezing up. What
now? "
" Bacon and dry hash now," said the Second Engineer,
" and many happy returns."                                         '
We were a hundred miles or so east of the place where the
Endurance was overridden by the ice. The danger of pres-
suring here was perhaps less than it was for her but we were a
steel ship. Further, if we were beset long in this position the
drift of the current, which was north-westerly, would carry
us into an area where the danger would be much greater.
Even in our present position the action of wind and current,
driving the floes against our frail sides, might easily be
sufficient to crush the steel frames and burst the plates
asunder, causing a fatal leak. Also there were other pro-
blems for us* For the officers there was the problem